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She cannot see the grain
Ripening on hill and plain;
She cannot feel the rain
Upon her hand.

Rest, rest, for evermore                              25

Upon a mossy shore;
Rest, rest at the heart's core

Till time shall cease:
Sleep that no pain shall wake;
Xight that no morn shall break,                  30

Till joy shall overtake

Her perfect peace.
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DEPARTURE

IT was not like your great and gracious ways!

Do you, that have nought other to lament,

Never, my Love, repent

Of how, that July afternoon,

You went,                                                            5

With sudden, unintelligible phrase,

And frightened eye,

Upon your journey of so many days,

Without a single kiss, or a good-bye ?

I knew, indeed, that you were parting soon;           10

And so we sate, within the low sun's rays.

You whispering to me, for your voice was weak,

Your harrowing praise.

Well, it was well,

To hear you such things speak,                             15

And I could tell